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is too proud and too unconscious to be aware, till we with
our strange eyes remind it of our vulgarity.   And since
it is chiefly of women that the traveller is compelled to
think in this beautiful city that is full of them, where in
the narrow streets you feel the wind of their shawls, on
the Triana bridge where you are caught by the sensuous
and profound rhythm of their movement, in Triana itself
where you are surprised by their sullen smouldering
beauty, a little stupefied by dust and sun, in the Palacios
where you feel the cold passion of every gesture, every
glance, or in the Alcazar where you are overtaken by the
memory of one who walked or bathed there long and
long ago, and plucked the flowers and was much beloved,
and even in the Cathedral where on all sides Murillo's
Madonnas, full of a distracting and sensual loveliness,
smile, and smile pathetic in temptation; it is at last as a
divine woman, sufficient for us and yet so unsatisfying,
full of sweetness that is about to become wearying, that
you come to think of the city herself,   If you go to the
Alcazar, for instance, expecting some great and stern
beauty, some altogether strong and lovely thing, you will
be disappointed; everywhere you will find flowers that
whisper together as though some one had but just passed
by, and as you enter room after room, court after court,
patio  after patio,  full  of  silence   and   sunlight, you
will almost hear the soft footsteps of some one who
has but just gone out, leaving a faint trace of some
presence in an inexplicable  trouble on the threshold,
a suggestion of scent in the air, the trembling of a
curtain   that has just  felt   the   touch of a  hand,  a
fading breath on the window-pane through which some
one has glanced a moment before, a blossom fallen on
the pathway, the fluttering of a leaf on a tree where
some one has just plucked a fruit.   And you remember
that Maria Padilla often passed through these gardens